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INTRODUCTORT ^OTE 

FERHJ^^E^, remarkable *amon^ the 
brtlli^nt^grou^ of writers r^praentir^f You^g Belgium f 
and orie who has been recognized by,^^^e literary world as 
holding a foremost^lace amo 7 *g the lyric poets of the day, was 
born at St. Amand, /teojCmAntwerp, in 18^5. flis childhood 
was passed on the ba«k%of th^ Scheldt, in the midst of the 
wmle-sprending Flemish plains, a country of mist a^d flo^f^of 
dykes and»ma.nhes, and the impressions ^e recfivedfrom the 
mysterious, melancholy ch^acter of thes» surroundings have 
troducedei rjfarkeih and lasting influence upon his jporlf. Yet 
the other Aiaracteristics withwhicltvt is stamped—die wealth 
of imagination, the wonderful descriptive power find sense oj 
coloitf, whi^h set the landscape before one as a picture—suggest 
rather the possibility of Spanish blood in tlf ioet's veins 

Eerhaeren ■^er^ed''early in life upon the literary,career. 
After some time spent at ^ college in (fh*eZ, he became a 
studenf at^Moe Universitj op Louvain, and %ere he founded 
and mlitld a journal called I*a*SAnaiiie, in \vhich work he 
was*assistfd by the singer Fan Dyck, and by his friend,^ 
the publisher, ^Edmond Deman. Hi also*formed, about* 



this ti^iy a close frieJtdship Maeterlinck. In i88i 

Verhaeren was called to Bar at Brussels^but soon gave up 
his legal^ career to devote himself emirely to literature. In 
1883 he published his first mohme of poemsy and shortfy after- 
awards became one of the tdnors ofKxX. Mocf^^e, to 

which, as vfell as to other wnterji^orary periodlcals^he was 

m I 

for manyyehrs li c^^fribu^rf In 1892 he fou^dej, with the 
help of two other *^^ndSy thi^^^^^tion of Art^^ ^n the 
“ House of the People f a fop%lar institution in Brussels, 
where performance^ of the best musi^^ii well as lectures upon 
literary and artistic subjects, ivere gw^. In spite, however, 
ofjie wor^ which all this entailed, and of the many inter\ :ts 
created by hif ardfj$t appreciation of the vaimus branches oj 
a^t and literature, Verhaeren continued to labour unceasingly 
at his ^oetj^al work. Hm has nfixfjbr nttiny yiarsceased to 
live in Brussels and sps 0 ds ^lis winters in Farm and his 
summers 09 his country-housm in Belgium, which bears Ihe 


quaint name §f “ Cailloux-q\Biquef and liei neaP- the 
French frin tier, Maubeuge. Between The year 1883 and 
the present time he has brought out the foUmving volumes : 
Les Flamandes, *Lcs Moines^ Les Soirs, Les JD^bacles, 
Les Flambeau^ Noirs, Apparus dans nfle*Ch#mins, 
Les Campagfics Halludn6«, Les Villages Illusoiret, Les 
,VjIles Tentaculaires, Les Heures Claires, Les Visagft de 
la Vie, Lesrf'orcd^ Tumultucuses, and La Multiple 



Splendeur. To tj^ese fhust^be acMed fiur drama^^ pieces : 
Les AubeSj^Philipf^e II, Hef&ne de S^arte, and Le 
Cloh^e. Thisy the finest of the*dramaSy was written fifteeji 

year* agOy but we have only necetetly had the privilege of seeing 

• • • 

it on the London Stfge. 

Throughout this entire series the intellectual and spiritual 
development of the poet aiay bi^tr'^cedy fro 7 fi thfmoxe material¬ 
istic^ tone which jnark^ hi/ earliesl^^^rky and the pessimisticy 
emotional strain*—the throes oj' a soul in revolt against 
which are so poVOerJully portrayed in Lcs Debacles and 
Les Flambeaux to tik tendery se4;ene mysticism which 

characterizes the later poems of Les Appanis da’.s^ mes 
Chemifis, vtd the wonderful sympatJ^ wiAi Nature—even 
in her saddest aspects-^-the subtle poiver of endowing those 
aspect^ wfth a profound and cmiobling symboli^niy *ivhich an- 
tinguisb the beautiful poeni^ necked Les Villages Illusoires. 
Les Heures Claires is the tkle of a volume of dove-songs — an, 
Mquisit^ record of golden f^urs spetit in atgarden at spring- 
time. 

In his fmer voiumeSy and specially 'in La, Multiple 
Splendeur, Verhaeren yet^urther unf^efs the spiritual ideas 
which* I j has drawn from Jiis contempl%tion of Naturey of 
/j<r beauties *and all that *she ^ymbolizeSy iind of the human 
fiemenk so ardently workitf^ out its development upon her 
field. 




“ / le^tsnt to knoiv.V he^ay., \that Beauty in all its ex¬ 
pressions was what awoke in me the l^tiest idgas^ and that 
the supremt Beauty waf to ^e found in fnan. And so ^ feel 
that my earlier Nature-poemf ate destined^ as it were^for a 
'background on which to paint i^higher vision—the progr^ess 
of man towardf the ideal life." 

In style*Verhaerey fis tlfe ttpostle of the vyr^s Jihre ; 
and his handling op rlf^n-e and r/fythm^ his coining ofwgrds. 
where he finds the French vocgbukry inadf^ate^ are both 
daring and suggestive^ He has^ undenitJily*forged a rare and 
powerful ^weapon of poetic eloqu^nce^ artd^shows a wealth op 
imaga'^yy a depgh of thought^ and a subtlety of expression which'n 
could not have 'been pnprisoned behind the barT op R rigid 
conv^n^ion. English feadcrs have bvpn much accustomed by 
their own poe/s to the verS libref*a*yd it ^s not so itiuchj 
therefore^ fo%< my adherencethn form as for my*failure 
^‘Aequately to \ ender Verhaereni peculiar and striking beauty 
of language that beg their in^glgence for the fgllowifUg 
translations. • 


To make a ty^cal selection prom a poet's is alyuays 
difpcult; in this small volume., fir:,^ published some ycap* ago., 
the field of selection had been'limited to the three of 

what may he called Verhderefi% middle period ; and We 
a^t mw able to add only tliree of the later pos.ns, hs 


a new edition seMis called for immediately, at jhis moment 
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•when the interest \^nd sympathy •of the whole u\^rld are 
centred upon thj^ tragic offerings of Belgium. The vividness of 
the pictures here presented of the silent Flemish plainSy^the pitiless^ 
rain* the lon^ dykes wrapped* in^ mist., the lonely, wind¬ 
swept^ villages, the hjljp'y, must indeed come home tops 

all wfth poignant force, for nr,t only are they <i fitting back¬ 
ground for the Belgian people'\ u\utterablf wof, bi^t they are 
eilso ^he surroundings gmriig whic}\ fcr ozuh men are in the 
throes of tlieir U^-and-death struggle. The symbolic meanings 
which the poet aftadies to many of these pictures will be 
Felt with no less f*~C{\ T/^’ first impg-ession is one of sad 

• endurance—but I am glad to remember that in Bie lai..r pages 
of this^ vol'snie the sun breaks through, and that glorious 
St. George, with his special message to, English hearts,^brings 

a notr,of 2 ood cheer to*ail militait spirits. 

% 

London, January 191^ 

For •permission to piiblish the last 'three poems in 
this volume, we are indebted to the courtesy of Messrs. 
Constable u'CoT, to whom the English copyright of Mr. 
Verha^aren’s later work‘^j belongs, and who are about to 
puolisP a series of them.* 
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x^OEMS QF E'MILE 
VERHAEREN 




'Fp'Ofr> 

^‘es villages 

ILLUSOIKES ” 




RAfN 


T ONG as unendin^g thrf^ds, the long-diawn r^tih 

Interminably, with its^ni^ls of grty, 

** * ^ 

Athwart th^ dull grey, day, 

*Rakt?^ the green window-pane— 

So infinitely, endifessly, the^rain. 

The long, long ralft 

The rain. 


Since yesternight it Veeps unravellin*g 
Dov;«n from tfi*e Trav'^<j[ .^ff d flaccid rags that‘«cling 
About the sullen sky^ 

The low black ^icy ; 

'^ince )testerni^ht, so slowly, patiently 
Unravelling its^fhreads i^pon the road-^ 

Up®n the road^and lanes, with eveji fal> 

Continual. 


Alon^the miles 

That ’twixt the meadows and the, suburbs lie- 


B 
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By road^i^’nterminahiy filSs 

Of waggons, with their aivnings arched an^tall, 
Strugglingjn sweat an^ sttoil slqfvly by 
With outline vague as o^a^iin#ral. 

Into, the ruts, unbroken, regu^fi'^ 

Stretcliin^ out»parallel so far 

Xhat wh^i nig^ht fornes tljej^secm to jojn the 'iky, 
For hours the -waiter dri^i^ ; 

And every tree and every dwelling weeps, 
Drenched as they ^e with it,^ 

With the long rain,*tcnaciousl^, witjj%ain 

Indefinite. 


Xhe livers, through eacli rc^ften dyke*that^ueld^ 
Discharge^icir swollen wa\^ upTTTTthe fields, 
W 14 C 1 -C coils of diow^ied hay 
Float far away ; 

And the wild breeze 
Bullets th» alders and the waliuu-rrecs ; 
Knee-deep in wate?^reat black oxen stand, 
Lifting their belj^wings sinister on TTt’gh 
Xo the distorted»sky^ 

As now .riae night creeps onwrrt-d, all the land, 
Xhicl<^t and plain. 



Grows cumbered with her tlirtging'shades imil^nse, 
still#thcrc is th| ram, 

Xhe loi^, long rai^, 

I^ike soot, so fhie an4 dense. 


The ’ong, long rtiiif. 

Rain—and* it*^ ^threads identical, 

An3^its nails systematical. 

Weaving the garment^ m(|sh by me<^l# amain. 

Of destitution foj^gach house and w^ill. 

And fences that enfold 
The villages, neglected, grey, and old : 
Chaplets of rags and* linen shreds '<?liat fall 
In frayed-out*wisp% om uptight poles and.tall’ 
Blue pigeon-houses glued aga'-^ist the thatch. 

And windows with a pa^dh 

Of di»gy paper on each^lowering pane, 

Houses with straight-set gutters, side^by side 
Across the itroad stone gables crucified. 

Mills, uniforrjj, forlorn, 

Efclit rising from its hillocl? like a horn, 

^eepl^s afar and chapels i«|funcf about, 

Xhe rain, the long, long ram. 

Through all the winter wears anfl wears«them oi^t. 
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Rain, wijA its many V^rinWe#, the long riin 
With its grey nails, ar?d w#th its watery ma5^ ; 
Xhe long rein of thescllan|^ of long ago. 

Tile rain, eternal in its tQrpfd fftw ! 
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JHE 

T HE» ferry man, % green reed ’twixt teeth, 

•With hand on oar, against^he current strong 
Had rowed juid rowed 5b lone. 


But she, aias ! wtose voice was liaij^ng him 
Across the far waves dim, 

Still/urthgr o’er the far waves seeijfcd ft) float, 
Still further backward, ’mid the irysts, remote. 


The t;asements witn tneir ey-j^, 

The dial-faces of the towers that lise 
UpojB^the shore. 

Watched, as-'he strove and laboured more and more. 
With frantk^bending of the back in two. 

And .^tart of savage rnii^clcs strained anew. 


*On^oar was suddenly rifen, 

And*by the current driven. 

With lash of heavy breakers, out to SQa. 



But she, v/fiose voice that Ifailtd him he coulfl hear 
There ’mid the mist an\1 win d, she sedlmcd t\wring 
hands with gestured ye\more maddbning 
TtAvard him who drew n(»t neai 


The ferryman with hi%survfviTig oar 
Fell harder yet to work, 5nd mor« affd more 
He strove, till every joint did c^rack and 
And fevered terror sitook his vely Impart. 


The rudder broke 

Beneath one sharp, rudft stroke ; 

That, too, thef'urrcnt drove feletule^l*/, 

A dreary shred of wrcckagef out to^sea. 

"I'he casements by^ th^ 

Like eyes imme/a^e and feveiish open wide^ 
The dials of the towers—those wiajcjpws drear 
Upstanding straight from mile lo mile Reside 
The banks of rivers—obstinateljVgaze 
Upon this madman, in his headstrong craze 
Prolonging his mild voyage ’gain§t the tide. 
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But she, wno yonder fti the mist-clouds hailed 
•rifm still so desperately, she w^ilecBand wailed, 
Witlf head outstre^hed in feaT/ul,<5training h^ste 
To^rd the^unknown of •.he overstretched waste. 


Steady as ope that had^ in bfonze been cast, 

Ami<l tljp Jslenr.hEd, grey teftip^st a’id the* blast, 

Thu ferry^man his single i^r yet*plied, 

And, spite of lashed* and bit the tide. 

H is old eyes, with hallpcinf.ted gaze, 

[Saw that far distance—an illumined haze— 

WJidTfce the voice sounded, coming toward^him still. 
Beneath the*cold skies, lamentable, ?hrill. 


The last oar orojce— 

And this the current hulried at'one stroke. 
Like a frail straw, towar(?the distant sea. 


'F+T^ferrymajj(,'with arms dropped hclpIcSsly, 

Sank on his bench, forlorn, 

Hi*lfiins with vain^etforts kroken, torn. 

Drift‘'gg, h is barque struck^somewhere, as by chance. 
He turned a glance 
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Xoward^he bank bebind^hifti therT—and s-^w 
He had not left the s%rtreA 

The casements and the cKals._one by one, 

Xheir huge eyes gazing in a €oolisii*stafe, 
Witnessed the ruin of his ardftur tijere ; 

But still the old, tenar^ou^ferryman 

Firm in Ris teeth .or tjod knii^^ \vhen, mdec;^— 

Held the green reed. 
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THE SILENCE 

• • - 

■T't'ER s|nce ending; of t)le summer weather, 

• V^h»n last'the thunddV iftid t*4e lightning broke, 
Shart’ring^themselves ii^o< it attTne stroke. 

The Silence ha'^.^.'^nt^irred,*there in the heather. 


All wsnd about stand steeples straight as st.'^es, 
And eSch its bell between its fingersf shalccs ; 

All round about, with’ their three-steried loads, 
The team^ prc^l^downthe roads ; 

All roifhd about, where’er the jine woods end. 
The wheel creaks on alo^g its rutty bed, 

■ But nist a sound is strong enough to rend 
That space intense and dead. 


Siifb»summer, thurtdcr-ladftn, last was heard, 

The Silence has not stirre*'; 

w 

'And ijie broad heath-land* where the nights sink down^ 
Beyond the sand-hills brown. 
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Beyond Jhe endless J:hick^ts*closely set, 

'j.'o the far bortlers of\the/ar-away. 

Prolongs It yet. 

Even the winds disturb not ^they 
The boughs o^ those long larges, lending low 
Where the^ marsh-wjy:ei^hes, 

In which Its vaornL e^gs 
Gaze at themselves unceasing, stubbornly;- 
Only sometimes, as on their i'ay they fnove. 
The noiseless shadows of the clouds aBove, 

Or of sonic great bird’s hov’ring flight on high. 
Blush It in^pasfyig by. 

Since the*Iast bolt that scor^ the esw^li asicint. 
Nothing h^s pierced the SilenCc dominant. 

Of those who cross Its vast immensity, 
IVhether at ^ilight or at dawn it be. 

There is iipt oncf buF feels 

The dread of the Unjrnown that_It instils ; 

An ample force supreme, It holds Its s^vay 
Uninterruptedly the same for a^*. 

Dark walls of blackest fir-trees ^ar from sight 
The outlook tov^rd tho*paths of hope and ligh 
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TT »• 

Huge, pen^'ve jumpers 
A^r’ght from far the passing travellerf ; 

Long, Harrow paths ^retch thei? stra/ght lines unbent 
Till tl^y fork pfF in curves malevolent ; 

And the sun, ever shifting, ctfi?eless lends 
FresTj »spects to the mirage wbither tends 
Bewilderment. 

Since the last boil was forged amid the storm. 

The polar Silence ai'the corp.fts four 

Of the wide heather-i'^nd haS stirred n® more. 

v^ld shej^ierds, whom their hundred y«!lrs ^lave worn 
To things all dislocate amd out of geai;, 

And their old dogs, ra^.ged, tire^i-out, and torn. 

Oft watcb It, on the soundles* lowlands near, 

Or downs of gold bedecked with shadows’ flight. 

Sit down,immensely there beside the night. 


a^firft the cijtfves ana corners of the merL 
The waters creep with fear ; 

Lhe lieathei' veils itself, grows wan and white ; 
All<*the leaves listen upon alLthc bushes, 

Afld the^incendiary sunset hashes 
Before Its face his cries of brandished light., 



And the hamle* that aflbout It lie, 

Beneath the'thatchfcs of their hovels small 
The terror dwells or feeling It is ni^;h, 

And, though It stirs not, doiTiinating all. 
Broken with dull despair a^*d •heljjjes^ess, 
Beheath Its presence they vouch motionles^. 
As though ^pon the watck—and dread to sce,^ 
Through rifts Trr^vapdvir, opf^i ^ddenly 
At evening, in the moon, ^e ar<^ ent ev es 
Of Its mut« mysterie?y 
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TH^ BELL-RING]EJ3 


T^CTN, in the depths ot tlieievcning’s traclt, 

Like a berd of blind bulUcks that seekdieir fellows, 
.* • t, 

Wild, as in terror, the tc"np^t bellows. * 

• • '■* 

And suddenly, tl^ere, o’er the gables black 
That the church, in the twili^jlit, aroun(iit raises. 

All scored with lightivngs the steeple Wazes. 


See the old bell-ringer, frenzied with fear. 

Mouth gaping, yet sp(5echless, draw hastening nea#. 
And th*e knell of alarm fnat vnth strokes of lei^d 
Jle rings, heaves forth in k tempd^t of dread 
The frantic despair that thibbs in his head. 


^uTTthe cross«t the height 
Of its summit brandishec^^the lofty People 
Spreads the crimson r#iane 
Oft the fire o’er the plain 

'Powarc^the dream-like hori?Lons that bound the night; 
The city nocturnal is filled with light; 



The ^ce of the twitt-gathered Crowds doth people 
With fears and with clamours both street and lane 
On wal^s turned suddenly dazzling^bright 
The dusky panes drinjc the (frimson flood , 

Like draughts <^*bk)od. 

Yet, knell Ati^on l^i^l, ?ht?old ringer doth east 
HisfrtSizy and*T^r (T'ftr the^nrfntry vast- 

Thc steeple, it seems to be growing higher 
Again^ the horizon that shifts and quivers. 

And to be^fly^ng^n gleams of fire 

Far o’er the lakes and the swampy rivers. 

Itii slaves, like wings 

Of spaA^ts dnd spangles, afa 4 i it fftngs. 

They fly toward the fefrests acfoss the night : 

And in their passage the fire^ exhume 

The hovels and huts from the^r folds of ^loom. 

Setting them i;uddk:nly all alight. 


In the crashing fall of the steeple’s ^rown 
The cross to the brazref’s dej^th drops down. 
Where, twisted and torn in ftie fiery fray, 

Its Christian wrms art crushed like prey. 
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With might and mam 

^'h^ bell-ringer sounds his knell abro’ad, 

As thcJugh the flames would biUrn his God. 

The fire 

Fuhnttl-like hollows its way jet higher, 

’Twixt walls*of stone, up the^te^ple’s height ; 

.Gai ning fhe archway and lofty stage 

Where,* swUigiifg in light, tne bell bounds with rage. 

The daws and the cfwls, with wild, long^cry. 

Pass screcciTing b^ ; 

(3n tl^p ]^st-closed casements their heads thej^ smite. 

Burn in«^he spioke-drifts their pinionjitiglrt. 

Then, broken with terlor and bruised with flight, 
Sitddenly, 'mid t'<’€ si^tguig cit^^d. 

Fall dea(i outright. 

The ol(^man sees toward his brandished bells 
The climbing fi^e 

‘'’•iiv uands of^biling gold stretch nigher, 

The*s(;eeple 

Looks like a thicket of crimson tmshes. 

With here a branch of flame that rushes 

* 

Darting the belfry boards between j 
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ConvL4*cd flames, Ming, 

^.Vith curves ^hat pHint-likc curl and lean, 
Round every joist, roi'iid ^very pull^. 

And moimmental beaijs, whence ring 
The bells, that voice foi th^frepzied folly. 

H is fear and aaiguish spejit^ the rmger 
Soundsjiis ownJpffclT 

On his ruined bell.” 

A final crash. 

All dust an^ plaster in one grey flash. 

Cleaves the w1^ol(**;teeple’s height in pieces ; 
And like some grcaj cry slain, it leases 
All in an instant, the kneil’s dull 
Th e ancient tower 

Seems sudde# to lean and aaricly lower ; 

While with heavy thuds, as from stage to stage 
They headlong bound. 

The b^ls aj^*heaid 

Plunging and crashi^ig toward the ground. 

But yet the old ringer h«s ncyer stirred. 

And, x'ooping the moist car^li out, the bell 
Was thuWiis <;offin, a*id grave as well. 
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THE SNOW 


T TNINTERRUPTEDiLY falls the snow, 

LilJe itea^re, long wool-str*an^s^si«nt ancf slow 
O’er the njeag:;^, l^ng plain .^'•-fonsofatc, 

Cold with lovelessn^sVj-w/^in wi>h hate. 


"St 

Infinite, jn^ite falls the snow. 

Like a mor*pent\time. 

Monotonously, in a moment’s time ; 

Op*ifke houses it falVfan^ drops, t^e snow, 
Monotonous, whitening them o’er with rime ; 
It fells on the sheds and their palings below. 
And myri^-wise, it falls and lies 
In ridged*waves 

J[n ,}:.jT*iur^yardihollows between the graves'. 


iJHie apron rsf^ll inclement weather 
Is rou'ghly unfastened, there or#high ; 
The apron*of woes and misery 
•Is shaken by wind-gusts violently 


c 


33 



Down on the^anSl^s that crouch together 
Beneath the dull horizon-sky. 

Xhe frost creeps d^wn to the very bo^js, 

• 

/^d want creeps in thi^u^h tl^ vfalls and, stones ; 
Yea, snow and want roand t^e souls creep close, 

—The heavy spoyv ^ia?[)hanous— 

RoiPnd the stone-ccjld hcvirtbs and the flameless souls 

• » f # r 

That wither away in their hi4^aj;id holes. 
Therhamlets b£re 

White,‘'white as Death lie yonder, where 

The crooked roadways cross and halt ; 

♦ 

JLike branching traceries of salt^ 

Thotrojs, all crystallized wit^i^fiost. 

Stretch forth their b'^'ughs, entwined and cro'st. 
Along the ways, as on they go 
In far procession o’er the snow. 

Th -n he.e and there, some ancient jn^l. 

Where light, pale mosses ^g^rega^e. 

Appears on a sudden, standing straight 
Like a snare upon its lonely hill. 

The 'Oofs and sheds, down there below, 

Sinao NovemJjer dawned, have been wrestling still, 
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In contrary blasts, with the h^lrFicahe ; 
While, thick and full, yet f^ls ifmain 
The infiivfe snoA#, with its we*y weight. 
O’er the mi>agre, long pfain dis.K:onsolate. 

Thus journeys the srjpw afar so fleet. 

Into ev^ry*cranny, on ever^t^aij.; 

Alw^s t^ ^ow and i‘'S v/indirtg-sheet. 
The mortuary sno ’«’'«80 pale, 

The snow, unfruit^l^nd^ so ijale. 

In wild and vagab(9nd tatters hurlecf 
TJfi-oifgh the limitless winter of the woxld! 



TflE GRAVE-?fiGGEJR 

TTN the garden yonder cJf yews and death, 
There*’sojpfjrFetTi 

A man who toils, aiid haT toiled for ay/*, ^ 
Digging the dried-up ground a^tday.* 

Some wiffo\ys, surviving their own dead selve?. 
Weep there around him as he delves, 

Andra few poor A'owers, dlscons«,lat^ 

Because 'he tempest an'd wind^’arTd wet 
Vex them with ceasc*)ess scoiirge and fret. 

The groun^ is nothing but p,’ts and cpne<=^ 

De(^ graves in e^ery corner yawn 
The frost m the winter crocks the, stones, 

I 

And when the summer in Tune iS born 

One hears, *mid the silenc»3 that pants for breath, 

Th>feerminating and life of Death 

% # 

Bcl<fw, among the lifeless bones. 
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Since ages longer than'ha can hnow. 

Tihe grave-digger brings his human Avoe, 

That nerver w^rs out, and lays 
SlowIy,down that earthly Jaed. 

By all fhe surrounding roads, ^ch day 
They C 9 me toivard him, the white, , 

Tliey come in processions infi''wtc;. 

They come from^he distances far away, 

JFrom corners obscure and out-of-the-wayf 
From the heart of the jrowns—and tlie •wide-spre^ing 
pkin^L 

The limiPitss plain, swallows up their tVack’; 

They come* with th|ir escort of peoplo in black, 

J'li cverY hour, till tha^ijy dotkwane ; 

And at eafly dawn the long trains^forlorn 
Begin again. 


Tlj^ ^ra^Vi i'g'jer Jiears fafc off the knel*, 
Beneath weary ^i'^, of the passing ^11, 
^ince ages-longer th%n he c<fli tell. 


Sc*ne grief of his each coflim-'carrieth ; 

H is wild desires toward evenings dark with ^lei^h 



Are here : his mouifnings^for h§ knows not what ; 
Here are his tears, for ever on this spot 
Motionless in their shrouds : his memories, 

With gaze worn-ou^from t;-avellin*g throil*£h the ^ears 
yo far, to bid him call ^.ipind the fears ^ 

Of\vhich their souls are <iying—‘ and with these 

* ♦* . 

Lies side by sid^ 

The shattered body^Jot his broken pride. 

His heroism, to which nought replied, »* 

Is here all unavaTTing : 

His courage, ’neath it's bcavy a»m^/ur failing, 

And his poor valour, gashed upon the brow, 

Silent, and ci'4m«bling in corruption now. 

The grave-digger watches them ccmc into sight, 

The long, slow roads,V 
Marching* toward him, with all their loads 
Of coffins whitt:. 

Here are kis keenest thoughts, that one*by one 
H is lukewarin sofil hath tainte'il and urtd'-.ie"; 

And nis white lovc^ of simple days of yore. 

In lewd and tempting mirifors sullied o’er ; 

Tke proud, mute vows* that to himself he rrfSlde 
Are here—for he hath scorA’ and cancelled them. 

As one nv.V cut an(^ notch a diadem ; 
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And here, inert and pro*e^ his v^ll is 

Whose gestures flashed like lightniifg^een befgre, 

But that he novv can raise in streagthjno more. 


The grave-digger dig's to the ^odnc^f the knell 
’^id th# yews a*id the deaths iif‘yonder deli, 
Since ages longe/ than he can tell. 


Here is his dream-*-born 'ii the radiant glow 
Of joy and young oblivion. Ion o' 

Th»t in black fields of science he let go. 

That h2 ha^h clothed with flame and embers bAo-ht, 

.ft * f • ft 

—Red wings plifcked off from Folly in her flight— 
That h^Jm^ launci^d toward inaccessible 


Spaces af<*r, toward the*tliltance There, 

The golden conquest of the^ Impos-hble, 
And tha*" the limitless, refractory sky 
Sends bacli? to him again, or4t has ere 
So much '^A’.tr-’f’heil the irg,mobile mystf^ry. 


jphe gf^vc-digger turTieth it rcyand and round— 
.',*4^ armsTy toil so weary made,, 

Wkh arms so thin, and strokes of spade— 

Since what long times ?—the dried-up ground.. 



Here, for his anguish arnl reu\pr«c, there throng 

I € 

Pardons denied to creatures in the wrong ; 

And here, the tears thw prayers, the silent criesj 
He would not list t ^ in hi^ brothers’ eyijl.'* 

;Thc insults to the and the jeer 

VWiat time the hum'jle^nt thear ifnees,* are herf 
Gloomy denials, and a bitter ^Lore 

Of arid sarcasms, cjfL poured out before 

« « 

Devotedness that in the shadow stands^ 

With outstictclTed han*ds. 


The grave-digger, weary, yet eager as well. 

Hiding his pain 'to the sound of the kneK, 

® « 

WiUi strokes of the spade turns i;ou^d and round 
The iyea'^y sods of the dned-uj* ^.ound. 


Then—fear-struck dallyings with suicide ; 

f 

Delays, t?hat conquer hours that wouldrdecide : 

n—die*terr8rs of dark crime and si 

Furtively felt witlf'frenzied^f\Mgers tfiiii : 

The fierce craze and the fervent raVe to be 
; i ^ 

T*he man who lives of the extremity 

Of his own V'ar ; 

And then. t/io, doubt immense and wild affright, 
40 




And madness, witfl us eye? of n^arbie white, 
These alf are hei^. 

j 

Hft head a^prey to the dhll lentil’s sound. 

In terror the gr^vc-^digger tur. vs the ground 

• _ • ■ • * V 

With strokes of the spade./and dioth ceaseless cast 
Thp dried oip earth upon h’j rust. 


The slain day's, and fhe present, he doth see, 
Quelling each qui’^er’^g^hrf.’ ^life to be, 

• And drop by drop* through fists whose fingerf start, 
Pres^ng the future blood of his red heyt , 

Chewing with^teetl^ that grind and crush, each part 
lis futiie’s body, limb by*limb, 

Tili*there is but ^carcase l^ft to him : 

And shewing him, in j’offins ptison^;d. 

Or ever they be born, hf^ longings dead. 


1 he grave-liigger yonder doth hear the kn^ll. 

More heavy yet, of the passing STell, 

That up througfi the mowrning horizons doth sw^^l. 
What if the bells, with.their haunting swing, 

Woiyld stop on a day tf.at heart-breaking ring ! 

And the endless procession of cofse aftej^orse 



Choke the highways.no jnorewf his,loog remorse 

Bu^^the biers, witK* the p'^yers aAd the tears, 

Immensely yet follow th* bi(?rs ; 

V^hey halt l^y crucifix no\v, and J5y shrifie, 

\ 

Thbixtake up once more d^'.’.mournful fine; 
^On the backs of men, up^/n tffsties Cft>rn^, 

Xhey follow their i^niform march forlorn ; 
Skirting each field and CTtvXh garden-wall, 

j* f 

Passing beneath the sign-posts tall. 

Skirting along by the vast Unknown, 

Where terror points horinrirom the corner-stone. 

The old man, broxen and propless quite, 

, Watches them still from the infinite 

* 

Coming toward him—and hath beside 

Nothing to do, but in earth to hide 

% 

His multiple death, thus bit by bit. 

And, with fingers irresolute, plant on it 
Cr,osses so hastily, day by day. 

Since what loj^vg limes—he cannot say. 
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THE WIND 


/CROSSING the infinite/leng7?+ a{ thennoorland, 
Here r^jmes the wind, 

The wind with his trumpet Aat Jieralds Noveniber; 

o '*. 

Endless and infinite, ^ossing the downs, 

Here comes the wind 

That teareth himseif and doth fiercely dismember ; 
WiihVtavy breaths turbulent smiting the Uiwns, 

The sl^^ge wind comes, the fierce vfmd of November ! 


Each*b^cket of iron al the wells of the tarnTyarns, 

Each bucket and pulley^ it creaks and it wails ; 

By cisterns of farmyards, Phe pulleys and pails 
They creak ai^d they erjT, 

^be -.vliolw "'f »ad (jpeatii in their meknchply. 

Tlfft w^d, it senJs^scudding dead leaves from tlic Lurches 
'Along o’er the water, thf wind* of November, 

The savage, fierce wind 

The boughs of the trees for the bkds’ nes*s it searches, 
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To bite them 

Tile wind, as fhough rafcing down iron, grates past. 
And, furious and fast, from afar combs the c&ld 
^And white avalanches of winte? the olci, 

Th^?^vage wind combs t^/rf sq furious and fast. 
The wind of J^vemJaej;;, 


From eadi miserable shed 

The patched garret-windows wave*wild overhead 
Their foolish, poor tattau;--'.'^ p^pcj^.a’fc.d glass, 

r 

As the sa\fage, fierce wind of Noveml^er doth pass ! 

And there oi/it^hiy 

Of dingy and dun-coloured turf, thq bla^ . 
Swifr^up* from below, through the errtpty air «;la ab’’n^ 
Swift do\fn flom above, like a lightnmg-stroke fl^sHing, 
The black mill so sinistci*^ mowetfi the wind. 

The savage, fierce wind of November ! 


The old, rag^,ed thatches that squat round*ineir steeple 
Are raised on their roof-poles, unfi fall with a claij. 

In th^ wind the old thatches And pent^-houses 
In the wind of Novembef, so sa^'age and hard. 

The crosses—and they are the a*rms of dead people^— 

I he crosses tk^: stand’in the narrow churchyard 
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Fall prone on the sod* 

Like some great flight of\)lack, ^n the acrl: of God, 

The wind of Ngvember ! 

Have you q^et hirn,J:he ^va^e vind, do you remetnber ? 
Did he pas?,^ou so fle^t, 

—WheifB, j^on at the crossJ* 4;^ tbrce hundred roads 
rpeet—, 

With distressfalness p«nting, and wailing with cold ? 
Yea, he who breed<-*fcars_ai»il. ""is all things to flight, 
•Did, 4 mu see him, ttiat nigh*^ 

WjierJ the moon he o’crthrew—when the 'tillages, old 
In their rot?KP^ dec^, past endurance and spent. 

Cried.,”'iiiling li’ce beast*, ’neath tHe hurricane l|ent ? 


Here comes the wind hbwling, that heralds dark weather, 
The wind blowing infinite over the heather. 

The wind wish his trumpet that heralds Ndvember ! 
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THE FISHERMJ?!;?' 

* I ^HE spot IS flaked with mist, that fills, 
^ Thickerrint^ito rolls more dank, 
The^thresholds andf the window-sills, 

And smokes on every bank. 


The river stagnates, pestilent 
With carrion the current sent 
This way and that—and yonder lieo 
*rhe^mo^n, just like a v^oman dtad, 
That they have smothered overhead, 
Deep in the skieg. 


In a few boats a’one there gle" 

Lamps that light vp and magnify 
The backs, bent over stubbornly, 
the old fishers of the stream. 

Who since last evening, st-^dily, 

—For God knows what night-fishery— 
Have' let their blapk nets downward ^slow 
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Into the silent go,^ 

The noisome water\:herc ]^elow. 


Down in the river’s tilieps, ill-fate 
And black !niichance^ i)rt(^d and hatch, 
Unseea of themj*and^ie ifi wal^.^ 

Arafor *their prey. Ant? i>.«c they catch 
J^Vith v.ieary toil—believing still 
That simple, ho.^est work is best— 

At night, benc*tI^tl^^iL;ft!.^g mist 
Unkind and chill. 


So hard ail I harsh, yon clock-powers tell, 
S ith muffledJiynmers^ like a knell. 

The midnight hour. 

From tower to tm^er 

* 

Sp hard and harsh the midnights chime. 
The midnights harsh of autun^'i-i-Ime, 
The we. v ji^dnights’ bell. 

crew 

Of fishers black ha’^^on tlieir back 
liJought save a nameless rag or two ; 

And their old hats distil withM, 




And ^t^.crumjiliifg Vail 

Into tK^Jr necks, the mist*/iakes all. 

The hamlets and their V retched hufs 

»’’ 

ATe numb and drow/.y,, and'all r^ufid 
The willows and wsdnut-trees, 
’Gainst which the JB^s,.erly fierce breez6' 
Has waged its feud. 

No hayings from the forest sovnd. 

No cry the empty ids*^ht cut. — 

The midnight space that grows iTnbrued 
With damp breaths from the ashy ground. 


he fishers had each other not—^ 

li « . ' 1’ ** 

Nor help—in their fraternal lot ; 
Doing but that whidn must be done, 
Each fishes for himself alone. 


And this one gathers in his net, 

Drawing it tighter yet, 

H is freight of jietty misery ; 

A^nd that one drags up recklessly 
Diseases from their slimy beh ; 

Whi^p otbtrs still their mejhes spread 



Out to the sorrcAvs tl^t'’drift by 
Threatenin>ly nigh ; 

And the last hauls abo^cTwith force 

* • ^ 

Xhe wreckage dark of*h \> remorse. 

The river, round its cor^iers^ScnJing, 

And with, the dyke-heads iii^^^rtwined. 
Goes hence—since what tTmes out of mind 
Toward the^ far horizon wending 

Of wp^rines^inenf^ing. 

Upon the banks^ the skins of we^ 

^l^k ooze-heaps nightly poison sweat, 

Arid^h e^- ^ ists are their fleeces liglit 

_ < • 

That curl up to ^he houses’ height. 


In their dark boats, v;here nothing stirs. 
Not even the red-flamed torch that blurs 
With haloej huge, as If of blood, 

The thick ffclt^^i^e mist’s white* hoo'j, 
Death with hts silcn'^e seals tlw sere 
Qld lishermen t)f madness here. 


The isolated, they abtde 

Deep in the mist—still side by»side. 



seeing ofte another n^vec ;* 

Wej^y &re both their ar^s—and yet 
Thejr work their ruii^' /oth beget. 

^ach for himself worlf5 desperately, 

He kn^AS not wli^—dreaiAs has he j 
Long have they worked, for^^long, lori^ years. 
While every instant brings its fears ; 

Nor have they ever 

Quitted tliQ borders of their river, 

Wljere ’mid the moonlit n'^sts they strain 
To fish misfortune up amain. 


If but in this their night they hailecl each other 
Apd h''others’ voices vaight QiBiSole a brothcT! 

But nunsb and sullen, on tliey go. 

With heavy brows and btjeks bent low. 

While their small lights beside theifi gleam, 
FlickC.ing feebly on the stream. 


Like blocks.of shadow they arc^there, 
^Nor ever do their eyes di^jine 
That far away beyond th^ mists 
A(;;rid t«Vd spongy—therg exists 
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A firmament wheije mii the nighf, 
A.ttractive as a loadstone, blight 
prodigious planets shinv'. 

The fishers black of that, black plague, 
They a»e the TosS: imme?^f-^jra!;^ly. 
Among t'^e knells, 4he mstaitcc vague, 
Xhecyon^er of those endless j^iains 
Xkat stretch more far than eye can see 
And the damp autuinn midnight rains 
Into their souls' irfonciCTiiy. 



THE ROPE-MAKER 


TN kii^village g^ey' 

At fQOt of the dykes, fiiat encoir^pass him 
With weary weaving of curves and lines 
Toward the sea outstretching dim, 

The rope-ryaker, visioiiary v^iitc, 

Stcjjping backwards alopg-‘!he \vay. 

Prudently ’twixt his hands combines 
The dista*nt Kireads, in their twistii^njay^ 
That come to Aim from the infinite. 


When day is gone. 

Through ardent, weary evenings, yon 

« 

The M^hirr of a wheel can yet be htjurd ; 
Some^iing by*unseen hands^rsSj*-''^, 
And parallel o’er*Ae rakes' that trace 

An even space 

« 

From point to point along^all the way, 
The flaxen hemp still pfaks its chain 
Ceasele^, for days and.weeks amain. 
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With his poor, tired fingers, nimJble still, 
Fearing to break for want of s^ill 
"fhe fVagmonts of {jold that the gliding light 
Threads through ^is toil so scantily— 
Parsing the ^alls an^*the houses by, 

The ropg-maker, vision^^y vfhite, 

From depths of the evening’s whirlpool di’m. 
Draws ^he horizons in to him. 

Horizons that stretch uRrk ^iTar. 

Wh«!^. ■strife, regrets^ hates, tunes are : 

Teafs O' the silence, and the tears 
That find ,a voice : serenest years. 

Or years* cc.wulsedXv*^h pang and throe ; 
Horizons,^)f the long ago, 

•These gestures of the Pasjt they silew. 


Of old—as one ih sleep,, life, errant, strayed 
Its ‘tvondrous mv... „^and fabled evenings thfough ; 
When God’s right hand toward fa* Canaan’s blue 
"Traced ^^plden path^ deep in the twilight shade. 


Of oldjP twas life exasperate, huge and tense, 
Swiyig savage at sipne stallitm’s mane—«life, fleet* 



With mighty lightnings«^ashing ’neath her feet, 
rearedXpfmenscly over ^ace immense. 

Of old, ’twas life evoking a>dent will ;* 

And hell’s jg;!* cross ai^ H^tiven’s c^:5s*s of w*hite 
Each marched, ^with gleam of stir^ly armc«rs’ light. 
Through streams of bloo^ to heavens of victor^' still. 

Of old—life, liviri, foaming^ came and went 
’Mid str^Jces oftocwn and as^s^y-j^i’s Jfnife ; 
Proscribers,»niurderers, each with each at strife^ 
While, mad and splendid. Death above th^gm bonit 

’Xwixi?»fiel*!s of flax and ol*osiers feti. 

On the road where notating doth move or tread. 

By houses anct walls to left a«d right 
The rope-maker, visionary wh*'te. 

From depths of evening’s treasurj^Im 
Draws the horizons in to him. 

Horizons that stivtch yonder far, 

Wh^re work, strifes, ardours^science are ; 

Horizons that change—they pass and glide. 

And on their ^ay 
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They shew in mirrofs ot eventide 
The»mourning image of dark To-day. 


Here—writhing fifes that never rest nor end 
Whve, in cilie giani effort a^ ^mnloyed, 

Sages ca^t dow A the Gods, to chAnge the void 

• • 

Whither '.;he flights of humali s^ticitce tend. 


Here—*tis a room whjre t|»ught, isserfive, saith 
there are weights exSfff to gaug'c her by, 
Thjit inane ether, only, rounds the sky, 

And that phials of glass men breed up death. 


^Here—*tis a workshop, where, alj fiery bright. 
Matter intense vibrates wit • fierce turmoii 
In vaults where wonders ,{iew, ’mid stress and toil. 
Are forged^ that, can absorb space, tin^c, and night. 


—A palace—of an architecture grown 
Effete, and weary ’neath its hundred years. 
Whence voices vast invdke, instinct with fears. 
The thunder in its flights tpjvard the Unk.fown. 
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On theVilent, even road—his ey^s 
SWll fixed to//ard the waning light 
That skirt^vhe houses and walls as it dies— 
The rope-maker, visionary w^iite, 
From^depths of the evening's Ivilo dim 
Draws the^fBfizons in^to ^iVn. 

r 


Horizons that are there afar 

Where light, ho^e, wakenings, strivings are ; 

Horizons that he se^s^UefineS 

As hope Tor ^some future, far and kind. 

Beyond those cfistj^fit shores and faint 

That evening on the clouds doth paint. 


Yon—’mid that distance calm ajnd musical 
Twin stairs of gold suspend Their steps of blue. 
The sage doth climb them, and the seer Joo, 
Starting from sides opposed toward «ye gsial. 


Yon—contradictipn’s lightning-shocks lose powtj;- 
Doubt’s sullen hand unclenchjes to the light, 

Th»^^eye sees in their essence laws unite 
*ft.ays scattered once ’rfiid doicatines of ,an hour. 
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Yon—keenest spirits‘pi'Crce beyond the'land 
Of SvJeming and of death. The heart hath ^ase, 
And one wpuld say that Miltfness held the k^ys 
Of the colossal silence in her hand. 

Up yoni —the tjod each soul'is, once again 



And rises higher, the lowlier he dol:h fall 
Before meek tenderness find sacred pain. 


urns 


An^ the'je is ardent, living peace—its 
Of even Vjjss ruiged ’mid these twiliglsts, where 
—Embers* of hope_UDO*n the ashen air— 
feach g^riiat nocturn^ 4?lanct steadfast burns. 


In his village at foot of the dykes, that be/id, 
SinuouS, weary, about him and wend 
Toward tijat distance of eddying liglv. 

The rope-maker, visionafy white, 

Alojjig ly each ho^ise and <fach garden wall, 
Abao;:*V*in himself*the horizons all. 
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From 

LES HEURES 
CLAIRES ” 




I 


•/'’^H*splenci<»ur of oui»j«y "ind our deli^iit, 
Wo\cn of gol ‘t amid the silken air ! 

See ti*e dear house among its gables light, 

Artd the green garden, aijd the orchard there ! 

Here is the bench wi^i”aj^ple^reys o’erhead 
^Whence light spring is shed, 

*W^th^^ouch of 4 ?etals falling slow ^nu soft ; 

Here branches lun\inous take flight aloft, 

Hovering, like some bounteous>^resage, high 
Agaijist this landscape’s clear and tender sky. 

Here lie, like kisses from the lips dropt down 
Of yon frai*#azure upon earth below. 

Two simple* pure, blue pools, amf like.a cfown 
About their edge, chin^e flov.-ers artless grow. 

T3^»plendour ot our joy and of our selves ! 

Whose life dotl^fee^, v^ithin this garden bright, 
•U^on the embtems of our own ^delight. * 
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9 r 

What are those fbrms that yond^ slowly pass ? 

Our two glad souls are'hey, 

That pastigie take, and stray 

Along the terraces and woodland gra^3 ? 

Are tiiv. thy breasts^ ar^ t»'iese thine eyes, t<iese tvyo 
vT'^lden-bright flowers of harmonious hua ? 

These grasses, hangifig vke"some plumage rap^. 
Bathed in the stream they ruffle by their touch. 

Are they the strands of tby smooth, glossy hair ? 


No shelter^e’er could match yon orchaio white, 
Or yonder hotise,amid its gables light, 


And garden, that so blest a sky controls, 
W/^aving the climr^" dear to both our soTlTJ.: 
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VIII 

/\ S in.the guileless, goldeif agc^ my heart 
I gav^ thee, even like «*n a*ftple flower 
Vhat op,ens in the dew’s bright morliing hour ; 
My lips have rested wherfc* thtf^frail leaves part. 


I pluV-ked the flower—it came 

From meadiws Whereon grow the flowers of flame 
Spj;ak to it not—host that we control 
Words, ‘«nce they nc<t;cft are trivial ’twixt us t >/o ; 
All words are^uUuzardous, for it is t.Jirough 
The eyes that soul doth hearl sn unto soul. 


That flower that is my heart, and where secure 
My l^eart’s avowal hidccf, 
pimply confi 

Unto thy lips that she is clear and pure, 

9 

Loyal and gocd—ai^d'thiH one’s trust toward 

A -vicfTvn love is like a child’s in God*. 

» * 



Let wit and wisdom Howe r*upop,the height, 
Along capricious paths t)f vanity ; 

And give vifc welcome to Siincerity, 

That holds between her fingftrs cryst?jl-bnght 
Our two clear hearts : for* what so bdautiful 
As a bOi ^ssion made^frofW'Soul to so-mI, 

When eve returns' 

And the white flam^ of'i'ountless diamonds biims. 
Like myriads ot silent eye^ intent, 

Th’ unfathomed silence r' the firmament ? 
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XVII 


^ i 'AaT we may love cacKothet'through our eyes, 
Let us our glances lav'll anc^make them clear 
Of all the thousand glances that they here 
Have met, in this base wc'^ld c ^servile lies. 


Th-2 4^awn is dr’»a«^d i-n blos^or'and ir/dew, 
And jtfhequered too 

With \'2ry tciiu^'light—it looks as'though 
Frail plumes of s’'*'-RnH silver, through the mist. 
Glided acKiSS the gar'^ed to and-fro, 

And with a so^ii^caress the mosses kissed. 


Our wondrous ponds of blu'' 

Tremble and wake with golden shimme ings ; 

Swift emerald flights benea’sh the trees dart through. 
And now the light from hedge and path anew 
Sweeps the damp dusf^ where yet the twilight clings. 


E 
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XXI 


XN hours like thes^, Wlier through our dream ot bliss 
^ So far from all things rwfTourselves we move, 

What ’ustral blood, what baptism is this 

That bathes our hearts, s) aining toward perfect love ? 


Our hand*, are clasped, and yet there is no prayer, 
Our arms outstretched, and yet ntf ciy^is th«*.e^ 
Adoring something, what, we capno‘,4iiy, 

IVtL'i-. puife than we are a.nd mord f-'r away, 

With spirit fervent and most guileless gi'^^gwn. 
How we are, mingled and,,dissblved in one ; 

Ah, how we live each other, in the unknown !< 


Oh, how absorbed add wholly lost before 
The presence of those hours supreijie one lies ! 
And how the soul would fain find other skies 
To seek therein new gods it m’glri adore ,* 

Oh, marvellous and agonizing joy, 
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Audacious hope whtfifcon the spirit hangs. 

Of being one day 
Onge more the prey, 

Efcyond even dJkth, of tTiese deep, silent pangs. 




From 

LES-APPARUS DANS 
ME!S CHEMINS ” 




ST. GEORGfi. 


y^PENlKl3 the mists on sudden through, 
An Avenue ! 

w 

XJien, all one ferment of^varied gold, 

With foam of plum»s w.''yere the chamfron bends 
Round his horse’s hs- 1, th>r.n^ bi*«aoih hold, 
"^t. ^eorgc desoends ! 


The ^iamop ^ rwed caparison 
Mj^es of his fyg^it one c^clining path 
From Ho^ven’s pity down upon 
OurAvaiting earth,* 


Hero and Lord 

Of the joyous, helpful virtues all. 
Sonorous, pur^ and crystalline ! 

Let his radiance fall 

On my ’ri^art noclairnal and make it shine 
In fhe wheeling aureole of his* sword !' 
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Let the wind’s soft silvern'jvhispers sound 
And ring his coat of mail around, 

His battle-spurs amid the fight ! 

—He—the St. George—-who shiiics so bright 
And comes, ’mid the wailings of my desire, 
Xo seize and lift, m* [ipor hands higher' 
Xoward his dauntless valour’s fire !’ 

Like a c'v great witlj/faitH, to God 
H is lance SV. G^’'ge uprttTsed doth hold j 
Groining athwart my*glance h<^ trod, 

As’t were'one tumult of haggard gold. 

Xhe chrism’s glow on his forehead shone, 
Xhe great St.J3et/ge of duty higli ! 

^BTeauti'ful by his heart,* and by ' 

Himself clone ! 


Ring, all my \oices of hope, ring od ! 
Ring^'brth in me 
Beneath fresh bourns ofi^greenery, 
Down radiant pathways, full of \un ; 
Ye glints of silvery mica, be 
^right joy amid my stones—land yc 

I 

White ptbbles th,at the waiters strew. 



Open your eye'^lr.'roy biooklets, through 
The watery lids that cover you ; 

.ancUicape of gushing springs and sunf 
Afith gold Aat quivers on misty blue, 
Landscape tljftf dwells in me, hold thou 

The mirromow 

To the fiei*y flights, that flamipg roll. 

Of tlb^ great St. George my soul ) 


’Gainst thcblack Dragon 


.*♦ 

s 


t°fth iftad claws. 


A^^inst^he armour of leprous sores, 

T^vi’e miracle aiul sword is he ; 

On his hreast-pl^fte burneth Chanty, 

Awd his gentleriess sends hii?tln'>5 back, 
lA*dire defea • the instinct black. 

Fire= flecked with i^,old, tha# flashing turn. 
Whirlwinds of stars, those glories nfhet, 
A*bout his galloping horse’s feet, 

Dee^ into*my remembrance burn 
Their lightniifgs fleet [ 


He comes, a fair ambassador. 

From wutte lands.buill: with marble o er, 
>Vhere grows, in glades beside the sea. 



Upon the tree 

Of goodness, fragrant gentleness. 

That hai'en, too, he knows no less 
Where wondrous ships rock, calnri-and still. 
That freights of sleeping angels /ill ; 

And those vast evgni.-gs^ when belcw 
'Upon the water, ’mid the skies’ 

Reflected eyes. 

Islands flash sudden foi .h and glow. 

That kingdom fair 

Whereof the ViJj^n ariseth" Queen, 

Its lowly, ardent joy is he ; 

And his flaming sword in the amh’.cnt air 
Vibrates like an ostensory— 

IT ” . 

The suddenly'flashing St. George ! behold. 
He strikes through my soul like a fire^of gold 

He knows from what far wanderings 
I come : what^^mists obscure my br£6.n ; 
Whatfdagger-marks have deeply scarred 
My thought, and Wich black crosses marred : 
With what spent force, what anj^er vain, 
W^hat petty scorn of better things, 
j^^Yea, and with what a*maslj I camey 
Folly up^n the leps of shame 1 
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A coward was I ; 1:lTe Vorld^I fled 

XcFhide my head 

Within m huge and futile ^e ; 

I%uilded, bene^h domes of Night, 

Xhe blocks of n^^ble, gold be-starred, 

O? a hostile sctence, endlessly 

Xoward a height 

By oraCi%s of blackness barred. 

For Death alone is Queen'^f ni^t, 

And human effort is brightest born 
1 

Pftly at daivn. 

tFi th'opening flowers would prayer fa^n Woom, 
And*th%ir sweet lips hold the same^rerfume. 
Xhe sunbeam^shigimering white tjiat fall 
On psarly water^ for alj 
Like a cares-cf 

Up8n #ur life : the dflwn n #folds 
A ccwinsel fair of trustfulness ; 

And whoso hearkens thereto is savc*i 

• • 

From his slough,^wheJe never a sin was1avv?d. 

Gcfcrge in radiant armour came 
Speeding along in leaps of flame 
JMid the sweet moriiing,~tlirough my soul. 
Young, beautiful tby faitji was he ; 



He leaned the lov|er doCv^il toward me 
Even as I the lowlier knelt ; 

Like'somc pure, golden cordial 
In secret felt, 

He filled me with his soaringr^trength. 
And with sweet f'-ar^most tendtf?ly. 
Before that vision’s dignity. 

Into his pale, nroud hand at length 
I cast the blood m^pairj had spent. 
Then, iayin^ upqn me as he went 
A^charge of ?^Iour, and the ?ign 
Of rfie 5T0SS on my brow from his lance < 
He sped upan his shining roed 
Straight, wi/h my heart, toward nis God. 


tiivine, 
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GARDENS 


^"V^HE^landsCape now reveiiis g change ; 

A stair—that twined elm-boughs hold 
Enclosed ^mid hedges mystic^ str3;;ige— 
Inaugurates a green aiij^ g<fid 
Vision of gardens, range on range. 


Each ste^s a hope,'tiiat doth ascend 
^tairwjse to expectrftion’s heigh4; 

A wc?ify way it to wend • 

While noonday suns are burning bright, 
But resf waits at the evening's end. 


Streams, that wash white ^om»5in, flow deep, 
Aftd ro^ind about the fresh lawns twine ; 
V^hile there, beneath the green banks steep, 
Beside his ci'^s, the Lam’j Divine 
Lies*tranquilly^n peaceful sleep. 



The daisied grass' glad^ a<iei gay 
With crystal but*ce?flies the hedge, 

Whejce globes of fruijt shine blue ; her^e stray 
Peacocks beside the bc^x-trees* ipdge 
A shining lion bars‘the way., 


Flowers, upri^hi» a"" the ecstasies 
And ardours df wlvte spirits pure. 

With ^ranch/^'j springing fountain-wise, 
Burst ups’var»’, and by impulse spre 
Ti their owii soaring splendtiur risb. 


Gently andrvcry slowly swayed',” 

The wind a wordle,‘^s rhapsody 

Sings—and the shimm’ring air do^i braid 

An aureole of filigi-^e 

Round every disk witi] emerald laid. 


Even the shade E bui a flight 
Toward flickering radiances, tliat slip 
From space to space ; and now the light 
Sleeps, with calmed i^ays, ^upon th*e lip 
Of liVic-blossoms golden-whi^te. 
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SHE OF TH^: GARDEN 

TN si\ch a spof^ with radijyit flowers for halo, 

I saw the (juar/ltan Angel^sit Jier down ; 
Viiie-|jrantoes fashioned a gre^n skrine above ln^r 
And sun-flowers rose behina'^hei>lij^c a crown. 

Yxcy fin^rs, Their wfiite slenderness encircled 
W^th humble, fragile rings of coral roun^. 

Held, ranged it^ouplcs, spiays of faithful roses, 
Sealed with a clasp, with threads*of vvpollen bound. 

A sh'inrnering air the gplden c^lAi was weaving. 
All filigreed with dawn, that like a braid^ 
Surmounted her^pure brow, which stiit was hidden 
Half in th*e shade. 

N 

Woven ®f linen wpre her veil and sandals. 

But, twined ’mid boughs of foliage, on their hem 
*rhe theologic Virtues.Thrle were painted ; 

Hearts set about%i^h gold^ encompassed tliMi. 
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Her silken hair, slow rippijng, fr#>m her shoulder 
Down to the mosses of the'sward did reach ; 

The childho<yl of her eyes disclosed a silence 
More sweet than speech. 

My arms outstretched,»aifd ajl my soul ilpstraining, 
Xhc!i did I rise, 

With haggard yearning, t(j^ard the soul suspw^ided 
There in her eyes. 

Those eyes, they^sho^ie so vivid with remembrance. 
That they^confessed'Jays y.ved alike i;vith rr?_ : 

Oh, in the grav# inviolate can it change, then. 

The Long Ago, an'J live in the T9'Be ? 


Sure, she was one who, beiifg dead, yeV brought ih’^e. 
Miraculous, a strength jhat comforteth. 

And the Viaticum of her survival 
Guiding me from jhe further side of Death. 
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j^rom 

* > 


L/\ MULTIPLE 
SPLENDEUR” 




<r^E GLORY- OF THE HEAVENS 

S HINING in ^im transpSrente' the whole of infinity 
lies 

• . 

Behind* th& veils that the fiSp^ef* of radiant winter 
weaves j 

down on us falls <<ihc toliagdi^JlH stvun in glittering 
sfiCaves, 

From out the depths of the forest, the forest obscure of 
the jsllies. 

The winded sea jivifh her shaCowy floods as of dappled 
silk 

Speeds, ’neath the golden fires, her pale injrncnsity o’er ; 
And diamond-ra);pd, the rJloonhght, shining <xlong the 
short;, 

Bathes the brow of Ae head^anji^s in radiance as soft as 

milk. 

r* 

Ypn der there flo_w, untwining and twining their loops 
jnew, 

Xhe JJtiiglfty, silvery rivers, through transluccn’t night; 
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And a glint as of wonHious acids^ sparkles with magic 
light 

In the cup that the lake outstretches toward th« mountain* 
blue. 


Everywhere light seenfs breaking forili into Hower ana 
star, 

Whether cn shore in st’-^n 4 "s, or wavering on the deep. 
The islands ^fe nesf/wher silence inviolate'doth sleep ; 
An ardent nimbus iiover^o’er yon horiV,ons far. 


Sec, from Nadir to Zenith one aurfols^.ioth r^ach ! 

* % * • 

Of yore, the souls exalted by faith’r high mysteries 

Saw, in the domination of those star-clouded skies, 
Jehovah’s hand respleTident and«heard His siletjt speech. 


*But now the eyes that scan ^ftem no longer may there 
aspire 

To sye some god self-banished—not^so, but th«. intricate 
Tangle of marvellous problems, the messengers that wai 
On* Measureless Force, an*!l vei^ her, Aere on her coutl 
of 5rc. 
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O cauldrons of life, wliere^matter, adown the eternal day, 
’ Pours herself fruitful, seething through paths of scattering 
flanfc ! 

O flux of worlds ^id reflux to other worlds the same ! 
Unending oscillatiq]^ betwixt never and for aye ! 


TumulJfe corisumed in whirlgoc^ of*speed and/sdlmd and 

lights 

Vi’oJ^iice we nought may reck ot^-^rro yet there falls 
Tlfence 

The vast, unbroken silence, mysterious and intense, 

i % “ 

That mak^s tb^ neace^ the calmness and beauty of the 
n’lght ! 


O spheaes of flame and golden, always more far and 

liig'i; 

Abyss to abyss still floating, onward from *hadc to 
shade ! 

artr^iar, so*" high, al^ reck’ning the wisd^om ol m! 4 a has 
made, 

Bfefore those giddy nujnbei4 must shrink in his •ands 
^nd die ! 
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Shining in dim transparAice, tJie t»rfiole of infinity lies 
Bjphind the veils thaf fhe finger of radiant ^winter, 
weaves ; 

And down on us falls the loliage o* stars in glittCVing 
sheaves. 

From out the depthj tfne folrest, thv foreJi obstfare'ot 
"‘'e skies. 
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LIFE 


"p'O sife beaiity in ifll, \s\6 lift our own soul 

tJp to loftier heights'thail do those who aspire 
Through culpable>;ulFering,'Va;lquished desire. 

Harsh Reality, dread and ij^eff^^blc Whole, 

Distils Ker’red draught, eno gh tonic and srern 
intoxiciite h%ads_aiTd to niak^r:« [feart burn. 

O cletn gnd pure grain, whence are purged all the taresj. 
Clear torch, d^^^n^out amid many whose flame, 
Thou^^ ancient in splendour, is false to its name ! 

It is good to.k<iep step, though beset with hard cares, 
Witk the life that is rgal, to the fcr distant goal. 

With po arm save the lucid, white prick ol one’s soul ' 

To march, thu3 intrepkl in confidence, straight 
On the obstacle, holding th^ steibborn hope still 
l^^con^*uering, ttianks to firm blows of the will, 

(5t intelligence prompt, or of patience to wait; 

And to feel gr'jwing stronjjer within us the sense, 
Dayi)y day, oftjg power superb and intense! 
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Xo love out selves keenly "ihose gth»rji within 
Who share a like strife ■with' us, soar without fear 
Xoward that ^ne future, whose footsteps we h^ar ; 

Xo love them, heart, brain, ami becaus^we are kin ; ’ 
Because in some dark, maddened day they have known 
One anguish, one mourning,*one stress wjth owrr owit>! 

Xo be drunk with the g^^af human battle of wills— 

—Pale, fleeting reflex of ^*e gjonstrous assault!. 

Golden moveftients of plane^; in heaven’s high vkults— 
Xill one lives iti. oTl which acts, struggles,^ and tb^^ 
And avidl;^ 9pen| one’s heart to the law 
Xhat rules, dread and stern, the whole universe .o’q'" ! 
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JOY 

SJPlfENI5ID, spaciou^ irradiate 
With flaming dawn‘d when,earth shows 
fair 

Hpr jydent beauty, proi’ii,^ithout alloy ; 

And wakening life breathes tut hy^pprfiime rai 
ajjl intoxicar#, 

Qiur ravished being rushes upon joy ! 


fie thanked, mine eyes, that now 

Ye still shin? c^ear beneath my furrowed brow 

To ftc afar, the light*,ubrating tflerc; 

And y^u my hands, that in the sun yct^hrill. 
And you^my fifigcrs, that glow goldeAStill 
Among the gofden fruit upon the wall 
Where hollyhock:,^l1fnd tall. 


,yeiimore 


re 


•Be thanked, mjj body, that^thyself dost bear 
Yet j|rm and swi,ft, and quivering to the touch 
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Of the quick breezes or of.winds prpfouna ; 

And you, straight frame,lungs outbreathing wide, 
Alo^g the shore or on the mountain-side. 

The sharp and radiafW air 
That bathes and grips the raighty worlds around ! 


O festal mornings, calm fn loveliness. 

Rose whose pure face the^‘dc*wdrops all, caress. 
Birds flyingyoward us, like same presage whitti. 
Gardens of sombre '■Inde or )railest light ! 


What time the a^nple summer warms the glade, 
1 lov'c \<^u, ro^ds, bf which came bjfher late 
who held hidden m ter hands rri*y ^te. 

I love you, distant marshes, jvoods austere. 

And to its depths, I love the earth, where*here 
Beneath my feet, my dead to rest ^re laid. 


So I exist in all that dotli surround 
And penetrate me :—all grassy ground. 
These hidden paths, and many a copse fcf beech 
Clear water, that no clouding shadows reach : 

^ You have become t^ me 
. Jv,lf, because you are my memory. 
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In y®u ■my life prokJnge4''for ever seems, 

I shgpe, I am, all that hath fillckl my dreams ; 

In that Vorizon vast that dazzles me, 

T'rees shimmerjl^g with ^old, my pride are yc ; 
And like the knot;? upon yodr trunk, my will 
Strengthens rriy poweit to s^tfe. stanch labour still. 

Rose*of tile pearl^hued gardefis, when you fis^ 
My brow* a touch of li^injjiflame it is ; 

^To ipc all seems* 

One sJfcrfirdot»r, beauty,^ilcl*Ci^j^ss ; 

And I, in this world-drunkenness, 

So mult]{>Sy* 4 pyself in all that gleams 
On d^.zfed eyes, 

Xhaf tny heart, fainting, v®nts itself in cries. 


O le'rfps of fervour, stronK> profound, ^nd sweet. 

As thoi^^h^o^e great wing swept th«« oft thy feet 
If thou hast felt them'upward bearing thfe 
Toward infinity., 

•Complain not, rr^an, even in the evil day ; 
Whate’er disaster takes thee for her prey 
Thviu to thyselftshalt say 
Thlk once, fof nne short instant^all suprer^e 



W^ich time may not'Aestrt)*", 

Xhou yet hast tasted, witJ^ qhick-beating heart, 
Swee^, formidable joy ; 

And that thy soul, beguiling thde to see 
As in a dream, 

Hath fused thy very beijt^^’s inmost'part 
With |b_e unanimous ^reat founts of povnSr, 
And that th^s,* day suprem^,^that single hour, 
l-la^Q made a god of *hejs. 
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